FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
Veterinary Practice.
Before we and they separated definitely, the camels were
again to play a part in my life. On the fourth evening we
came to a lonely but deliciously verdant stretch, where the
ruins of great wells, strengthened with enormous beams, were
still in existence. On leaving Cherchen I had noticed some
blood on the Pearl's nose, but attached no importance to it,
feeling convinced that he had been well cared for during
the five days we stayed with the aksakal. But the Turkis are
donkey men and know nothing about camels. Seeing the
animals we had brought from the mountains getting on so
bravely, with never a groan, I had developed an affection
for them. Tuzun Ahun made them go faster than they were
in the habit of doing and when Number Two did too much
stretching of the neck, I was not afraid to encourage him by
scratching him behind the ears. When a wooden peg fell
out from his sore nose I knew how to put it back.
Now it was the Pearl that was complaining. Obviously
he was suffering, and not merely from the numerous ticks
that hung on to his belly and gorged themselves on his blood.
When we got into camp I lifted off his pack-saddle and
noticed that the first thing he did was to plunge the point
of his nose-peg into his wound. It had become deep again.
There was a cavity as big as a man's fist just below the spine,
and this cavity was crawling with maggots massed so closely
as to constitute a kind of whitish stuffing—like the core of
an artichoke.
Neither Aziz nor Tuzun knew what to do. But I was not
going to let the poor brute be devoured alive in such fashion
even for the one week of our partnership that had still to
run. Peter and I forced Tuzun to help us to tie up the great
creature's legs when we had got it kneeling. But I had to
give up the attempt to operate with my knife, for the moment
I touched the raw flesh the Pearl would roll over and
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